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think I can make a pretty good job of it, I owe every-
thing to you. Nothing matters to me very much when I
know I shall see you to-morrow and the next day and the
day after that and always. And when I've had a bit of
pain I think to myself when you come in next you'll kiss
me, and I feel the tenderness of your lips on my beating
heart.

STELLA: [Shattered by emotion.} Maurice, I'm unworthy of
such love, I'm so ashamed. I'm so selfish. I'm so
thoughtless.

MAURICE: Never.

STELLA: Why did you make me go out to-night? Did you
think it was any pleasure to me?

MAURICE: I didn't care. I was thinking of my pleasure. I
wanted you to hear again the music we'd heard together
that night we got engaged. I was crazy about you. Do
you remember how you cried in the second act when
Tristan and Isolde sing that duet of theirs and I held your
hand in the dark? Why did you cry?

STELLA: I cried because I loved you and I was happy.

MAURICE: Did you cry to-night?

STELLA: I don't know.

MAURICE: You know that music is stunning, isn't it?

STELLA: [Smiling through her tears.} People seem to think it's
above the average.

MAURICE: You seemed to carry it still in your eyes when
you came in. They were bright and shining. They were
like great deep pools of light. You've never looked so
beautiful as you looked to-night. You made the Venus
of Milo look like a lump of cheese.

STELLA: \$Lecovered now and chaffing Mm again} Go on,
darling., I can bear much more in the same strain.

MAURICE: I could go on for weeks.

STELLA: No, then Fd be afraid you were prejudiced. Go on
till the sandwiches come in.